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" Lord George Lenox and his family dine with us [July 3ist], and we hear that 'the sailing of the fleet destined for the French coast is countermanded."
"We were to have had to-day [August ist] a grand field-day, with a mock battle, had the weather been good, but it is very bad, high wind and much rain, which renders that plan abortive ; but still we pursue another, which is to assist at a ball and supper given by Mrs. Bastard. In the morning Mrs. Morris urged me to give her a copy of some verses I had written many years ago, but instead of them I wrote some on the present occasion, which are very indifferent.
'Twas fix'd this day, had it been fair, To imitate the pomp of war.
When first stretched out in order due,
Opposed corps should meet the view, Till this advancing, that should yield, Reluctant, the contested field.
But nature, wearied with the jar
And ravages of real war, Frowns and denies a solar ray To decorate this dreary day.
She bids the growling tempest roar
And drenching rains incessant pour, As if with elemental strife She wept the woes of human life,
Again 'twas fix'd, the battle o'er,
To bend before another power; Returning from a mimic fight To pass in real joy the night:
To see, but not in hostile line,
The British fair resplendent shine And, winding thro' the dance's maze, Shed all around love's genial rays.
I hop'd the general bliss to share,
And, while I watch'd the tender careuiberon." *
